
The Tragedy ■> 

lie winne our ancient right in Franceng aine, 

Or dye a fouldier as I lin’d a King, 

Glo. Short fummers likely haue a forward fpringi 
Enter young T orke , Mailings ,CareUnall. 

&uc , Now in good time,hecrc comes the Duke ofTorfo 
Prix. Richard of Tor he how fares our noble brother : 3 

T on W ell my deare Lord : lb mu ft I call you now . 
Prin.T brother to our griefe , as it it yours : 

Toodate be died that might haue kept this Title, 

W hich by bis death hath loft much maiefty, ’ ' 

Cle. How faires our coufen noble Lord oiYorke. 

-'Tor. T thanke you gentle Vncle ; O my Lord , 

You faid that idle weeds are fall in growth; ; 

The Prince my brother hath ouer grovvne me fane* 

Cjlo. Hee hath my Lord* 

Tor. And therefore is he idle? 

Glo. Oh my fairecoulen I muft not fay fo. 

Tor. Then he is more beholding to you then I, 

Glo. He may command me as my loucraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfinan. 

Tor. I pray you vncle giue me this Dagger. 

Glo. My Dagger litcle coufen,vvithaU my heart* 

Prin, A begger brother ? 

Ter. Of my. kind Vncle that I know will giue 
And being but a toy which is no gift , to giue, 

Glo* Agreatergiftthenthat lie giue my coufen*' 

Tor. A greater gift , O chats the Sword to it. 

Gl». 1 gentle coulen were it light enough* 

Tor. O then I fee you will part but with light gifts. 

In weightier things youle fay a begger nay. 

GU. Itis to weighty for your grace to weare. 

Tor . I weigh ic lightly were it heauier. 

Glo. What would you haue my weapon little Lord* 
Tor. Iwouldth^t I might. thinke you as you call me* 
Glo. How ? Tor he, Little. 

P rin . My L- of Tories will ftill be crolfe in talke : 

.Vncle your grace knowes how to beare with him* 

J or . You meane to beare me , not to beare with me j 
Yncle,my brother mockes both you and me, 

Becaufe 


©/Richard the Third . 

Becaufe that I am little like an Ape. 

Hethinkes that youlhould beare me one your fltmilders* 
A^.With whata fharpe prouided withe re a Tons, 

To mitigate the fcorne he giucs his vncle, 

Hepretely and aptly taunts himielfe: 

So cunning and fo young is wonderful!. 

Glo. My Lo. wilt pleaie you palfealong ? 

My felfe and my good coufin Bu ckingham^ 

W ill to your mother, to intreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Ter. VVhat will’you go vntothe Tower my Lord? 

Tun. My Lord prote<ftermll haue it fo. 

Tor. I {hall not fleepe in quiet at the Tower. 
gia. Why what fliould you feare ? 

Tor. Marry my vncle Clarence angry ghoft s 
My granam told me,he was murdred there, 

Pr/n.T feare no vncles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that Iiue,I hope. 

Pnn. And if they Iiue,I hope I need not feare. 

But come my Lord, with a heauy heart 
Thinkingonthem,goe I vntothe Tower. 

PxeuntPrin.rer.HaH.Dor.ManetBilh.Bu9' 

2?#tr.Thinke you my L. this little prating Tor he * 

Wasnot mcenced by hisfubtile mother, 5 
To taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufly ? 

Glo. No dotsbt,no doubt, O tis a perlous boy. 
Bold,qmcKe,ingenious, forward ..capable. 

He is all the mothers from the top to the toe. 

Buc. Well let them reft : come hither Catesb)- 
houart fworn as deeply toeffetf what weintend 

As - clofely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgd vpon the way: j 
Vv bat thwkeft thou, is it not an cafie matter 7 
o make mlliam L Mattings of our mind, 
ror the inftalment oftbis noble Duke 
n the foate reyall of this famous lie ? 

T h ?che wiUnif^ therS rake f ° iG L ucs the Prince, 
nat ne will not be wonne to ought aoafnft him 

wte thinlB « ‘to ofjJ^tnviu he > 
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